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in rags, slouch when we walk, talk through our noses, intrude on the
privacy of every one we meet, boast about our honour and bravery
speak contemptuously of everything beautiful and decent, rant at the
top of our lungs about liberty and at the same time tear the land
inside out to catch runaway slaves-----"
Mrs. Bishop jumped to her feet, drowning Anburey's words in a
burst of prolonged and affected laughter. " My merciful stars, I never
heard anything so absolutely foolish ! It just ain't possible to breed
running horses in Maryland like what my pap'11 breed in Kentucky!
Sure as you're bawn, my papa'll breed the fastest horses this old world
ever saw i I dare you, Mr. Oliver ! I absolutely dare and double-dare
you ! When you get ready to come back to Kentucky, Mr. Oliver
you fetch along the fastest horse you can find anywhere in Maryland^
and I'll wager anything at all one of my papa's yearlings'll beat him
over any distance you choose to name ! You just wait, Mr. Oliver,
until we get to Kentucky ! You know it's the truth, Mr. Oliver,
because you've been there ! "
She broke off to run to the door and open it, and I realised that
her noisy gaiety had been for the benefit of someone else; for when
she threw open the door I saw, in the dark hall beyond, two men in
the remnants of uniforms I hadn't seen since Buell and I, in the dress
of rebel militiamen, had made our way from New York to Milton to
tell Sally Leighton about her brother Soame. The plain blue coats,
the crossed belts, the black leather neckbandsa the greasy leather
breeches were those of the Massachusetts Line.
Mrs. Bishop swept them an exaggerated curtsy. " I declare," she
cried, " I'd given you gentlemen up for lost! I told Papa Captaia
Hitchcock and Lieutenant Leighton must 'a5 either gone back to New
York to tell Mr. Washington how to carry on his war, or gone chasing
slaves up the Potomac 1 I told Papa you'd never on this earth be
back here before we started for Kentucky, and we'd netfer agaij>see
the brave Captain Hitchcock and the brave Lieutenant Leighton uijless
they could both requisition themselves real fast little running horses,
so's they could come out to Kentucky and try to win Papa's stable
away from him 1 "
She threw back her head and laughed a long and tickling laugh,
at which the two rebel officers grinned vapidly, after the universal
manner of young men rallied by a pretty woman.
I tried to laugh too, but I think I did badly at it; for the lieutenaai
was Sally Leighton's brother, Steven, who as a child had spied
Sally and me when we walked together on the slopes of Milton
whom I had last seen, grirn, unshaven, unbelievably dirty,
defiant, hi New York's Provost, asking me for information about that
other brother of his whom Cunningham had murdered.